My whole life is leaving 


things. Umbrella, forget it. 
Remembering to check 


the glove compartment and 
trunk of the rental car... 
on the plane. In 


time, St Peter'll take you 
to a room and there 
will everything be. 


"Weren't you silly?" he'll sigh, 
“thinking you could get loose. 
Nothing is ever left behind." 


